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Introduction 


h the liner notes for “Super Colder" are four disciplinary letters from a company called IGWT Laboratories. One 
for each band member. This story's going to look at why they were disciplined! Enjoy! 


woun 


Its always been said that if you want to hide something from the people of the world, you put it in plain view. 


Not the case for IGWT Laboratories. Since 1183, they'd buried themselves beneath the unforgiving sands of the 


Arizona deserts, quickly becoming the subject of urban legends and conspiracy theories. 


A particle accelerator, far larger than the Large Hadron Collider, swept secretly beneath the streets of 
Phoenix before looping back out in to the desert. Its second, storage, ring, crept beneath Tuson before joining 
its big brother under the l-10. To the north east, also buried underground, lay the test tunnels. A multitude of 
other buildings sat many feet beneath the state, their experiments a very closely guarded secret. So secret 
that not even the majority of the staff, nor the government, were sure what they were doing. The only 
indication that IGWT existed was a single, white building which in the Grand Canyon National Park, a sign 
proclaiming it to be the home of the "In God We Trust” ministries. Yet anyone who ever dared to approach the 


building was never seen again, presumably kidnapped by the "ministries" for whatever they needed, 


Staff were transported in every day via Maglev trains. Unbeknown to the people of the world, a system of 
high speed trains had been built deep within in the earth. In cities across the globe, disused buildings had been 
converted in to stations to carry workers, government officials, and other, unnamed and faceless people, to 


wherever they needed to be. 


Several such buildings lay in and around Phoerix. They still retained the air of disused warehouses. Hidden 


beneath them were carports and, deeper still, was the station itself. No one was ever seen entering, or leaving, 


IGWT Laboratories. 


His office sat on level U-I0, glass walls looking out the control areas of their prized accelerator. In the twenty 
seven years that they'd had it, there had been only a single accident. A minor black hole had been created, so 
small that it had only lasted a matter of seconds before it had died. It had caused major celebration among the 


staff before the fear had set in. 


Accolades from universities around the world lined the walls, as did ones from places which didn't officially 


exist. A large desk sat beside the windows, allowing him to admire his domain. 


Except that he couldn't. Blind, deaf, and mute, Dr Vic Rattlehead communicated telepathically. His long, bony 

hands worked over documents, picking up the energy of the words. Images of his employees appeared, as if by 
magic, in his mind. He'd been the executive director of IGWT Laboratories since its inception, appearing one day 
as though spirited in. He'd never left, his home becoming the tunnels and labs. The world was never to see the 


monster which had give free reign to change the world for the worse. 


Dressed in an expensive black suit, he sat at the desk, one hand clasping his chin, the other working over four 
files. The employees in question had all been hired between 1983 and 2008 One of them had been fired in 2004 
only for their next employer, the Large Hadron Collider, to dismiss them because their skill set had been too 


much for them. They'd been rehired at IGWT in 2010. 
Only all of them were up to their old tricks. None of them even shared a department and Dr Rattlehead 
suspected that they didn't even know one another. Yet, suspiciously, their actions were all too similar for it to 


be mere coincidence. Pressing a finger to the side of his head, he sent a message to his secretary. 


Miranda. Can you please arrange meetings for me with the following people. David Scott Mustaine. David Warren 
Ellefson Shawn Drover. And Christopher Alan Broderick 


A moment later and a return message filtered in to his brain. Certainly, sir. When would you like to see them? 
The sooner the better, thank you, Miranda, 


With that, he turned to face the control room. In his mind's eye, he could see it. Could see the rows of 
dashboards, all with flickering lights. Could see the large screens which covered every wall, the statistics of 


the collider racing across them. 
Dr Stark, he thought, what are we doing today? 


The return message began with a low laugh. Today we're seeing if the God particle lives up to its name. 


David Scott Mustaine 


DAVID SCOTT MUSTAINE 
Department: Advanced Weaponry 
Hired: 1983. 

Fired: 2013. 


Dear Mr. Mustaine, 


This letter confirms our discussion today that your employment with IGWT Laboratories is terminated effective 
immediately. Clearly you dont understand the concept of teamwork, which is imperative in order to achieve our 
goals here at GWT. We find that we are unable to go a single day without incident, within the facility, since you 
have entered the front doors. Im not sure that you understand what it is we are trying to do here. We find that 
your particular skill set may be needed somewhere, but that is certainly not here. Also, a lab coat does NOT give 
you a PhD in medicine. We wish you the best of luck in your endeavors anywhere else, but here. 


Sincerely, 


Dr. V. Rattlehead 
Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 
"Hold fuckin’ still" the redhead in the white lab coat bawled. 


Lying on a steel bench was another lab coated man, one who was younger than the aging redhead. He screamed 
in agony, his right leg sporting a nasty, laser inflicted, wound. Thankfully the laser hadn't been that high 
powered. If it had, the young man wouldn't have lived. Thankfully, the redhead believed he had the skills to 
stitch the man back up. 


Brandishing a small, steel needle and a roll of dental tape, David Scott Mustaine, Dave to his friends, "Bastard 
redhaired step child" to his enemies, got to work He'd seen it done on the ER shows on TV. It wouldn't take 
much to put a couple of stitches in his lab partner, bandage his leg and send him on his way. It also didn't 
matter that they had a fully equipped hospital at IGWT. It would be quicker and easier for him to do their job 
for them. 


But the young man, generally known as John, wasn't going to hold still. Climbing on to the bench, Dave straddled 
the younger mar's hips and sat heavily in his lap. Facing his feet, he leaned his weight against John, held down 
his leg and got to work 


The needle slid easily under the skin, Dave not flinching as he carefully pulled the open flaps together. John 
screamed, body arching from the metal table, hands clawing at Dave's back. Sending an elbow crashing behind 
him, Dave knocked the younger man out, breathing a sigh of relief as the body he was sitting on went limp. 


Leaning closer to the wound, he closed it with several crossed stitches. Jumping down, he grabbed some paper 
towels, soaked them in water and cleaned away the blood. Taking a bandage from the first aid kit, he wrapped it 
around John's leg and tied it off with a neat little bow. With his hands on his hips, Dave grinned. He'd done the 
boy proud. Now back to work 


Or what he called work anyway. He was part of a team who were creating lasers small enough to be carried in 
something the size of pen. Sure, you could already get them. But they were only good enough for pissing off 


rock stars at concerts. 


They were charged with making ones which would vapourise a passenger jet and leave nothing but a few, 
confused eyewitness reports. So far the most they'd been able to do was warm up their coffee. It was not 


going well. 


Back in the 80's, just after Dave had joined the company, they'd created a pen sized mind erasing device. He'd 
tested it on his co-workers, jokingly replacing their memories of IGWT with ones of fame and fortune. 
Unfortunately it had backfired and he'd accidentally given the world the likes of Stryper and Guns N' Roses. It 
was a mistake he still regretted. IGWT was kicking themselves when the mind erasing device was featured in 
the Men in Black franchise. Dave had denied all knowledge but the sale of the idea to Columbia Pictures had 


netted him a fortune large enough to retire on. 


Except he hadn't. He'd blown the money on fast cars and big houses and was resigned to spending the rest of 
his days creating crap for a company who didn't care. May as well have fun while he was at it. 


Their current laser, nicknamed "Big Boy", was the size of a coffee mug. Currently in a test lab, it was waiting 
for some unwitting person to fire it up and see what they could destroy. Looking at his stash, Dave grinned. 
There was a trash can filled with gas, one of the stupid little electric buggies that they used for getting 
around the state sized complex, and the remnants of an experiment from the Propulsion Department. He'd 
gotten that from his fling. Well, fling wasn't the right word. Since 198b, he'd been meeting the brunette man at 
a cleaning closet on level U-I3. They'd lock themselves in, fuck, and leave. All these years later, neither of them 
knew each others name. He'd never bothered looking at the guy's name badge, and the brunette with the big 
eyes and the big grin had never bothered asking for his. 


But the guy had handed over the left overs of something they'd been working on and that was all that 
mattered. That would be the first to get tested on. 


Dragging it in to the test chamber, he dumped it on the marker for their test subjects. Donning thick, blacked 
out glasses, he walked in to the control room and hit an array of buttons. Things came to life, and a countdown 


from ten began. Grinning, he leaned against the control desk and waited. 


A blast of green light emitted from "Big Boy". For two seconds, it was aimed at the pile of debris. When it shut 
off, Dave lifted his glasses and punched the air. The debris was gone. 


He did the same with buggy, laughing and dancing as it smelted away to nothing. Now it was time for the real 
fireworks. If his calculations were right, the trash can would first explode before being almost sucked in on 


itself. By the time the laser shut off, there would be nothing but scorch marks left. 


With his heart pounding, he dragged the can into position, the small of the gasoline catching his nostrils. It 
smelled good. Smelled of hot summer days and NASCAR. Pulling the glasses back on to his nose, he went back 


in to the control room and fired up the laser. 


The countdown began, his heart matching the beat. The grin light fired and there was an almighty explosion, 
one big enough to shake the rooms and sending him flying. Glass shattered around him. 


Lying on the floor, Dave laughed, the glass tinkling around him. 


Every day he got up at bam, drove to some disused warehouse in Phoenix, parked his car in the subterranean 
carport and caught the train to the labs. The train never reached its full speed but they were there in less 
than two minutes. For thirty years he'd worked in the Advanced Weapons Department and had never climbed 
any higher up the metaphorical food chain. He still did the grunt work, the fifty year old guy with a PhD from 
MIT. He'd been told his lack of advancement was due to his attitude to work. In reality, Dave believed it was 


because everyone hated him. So he gave them reason to loathe him day in, day out. 


The letter smelled funny, smelled of sulfur and death. Dave already knew who it was from. He had a collection 
of them, all framed on one wall of his house. Letters from the boss, demanding to see him, threatening to fire 


him. Sliding a nail beneath the flap, he tore open the envelope. 
Dear Mr. Mustaine, 


Your recent actions have been noted by a number of staff here at IGWT Laboratories. You have been warned no 
less than thirty times for your non-work related activities. The destruction of the laser test laboratory is the final 


one. Your presence is required for a meeting at Iam on bth June 208 
Sincerely, 
Dr. V. Rattlehead 


Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


Sneering, Dave tossed the letter on the pile of unopened mail and grabbed himself a beer from the fridge. Fuck 
it, let the ugly bastard tear him apart. It hadn't done him any harm in the past. 


The days to bth June rolled past slowly. There was the usual boredom, and the usual ways to kill them. They'd 
managed to get the laser smaller and it now fitted into a tea cup. Soon it would be small enough to fit in to a 


pen. But would it be powerful enough? He suspected it wouldn't, but they could work on that. 

Brandishing a pair of pliers, he looked at the man sitting in the chair. 

"You sure you want this tooth out, dude?" 

The man nodded, his face as pale as his lab coat. 

"You've come to the right place." He held out a bottle of whiskey. "Take a hit on this. Ill help calm you." 

The amber liquid was glugged until the man put the bottle aside, gasping and spluttering. Once he'd calmed 
down, Dave leaned against him, one pressed against the man's thigh. Pulling his jaw open, he inserted the 
slender pliers and felt around until he found the right tooth. Closing the metal around it, he began to pull, 
wriggling it back and forth. The man screamed, wet, choking sounds, hands clawing at Dave and the chair. Five 
minutes later and it was gone, the tooth trapped in the pliers and blood covering the two men. The man in the 


chair fainted. Grabbing the bottle, Dave took a swig. 


‘tm too good for this job. Too damn good" 


Storming through the particle accelerator's control room, Dave clenched his fists and growled up at the glass 
windows. His meeting was ten minutes away and he knew his ass was going to get canned. Never mind. He'd left 


a few surprises lying around for people to experience. 

"Hey! Ginger!" The voice went straight through him and he skidded to a stop. 

Swinging around, he bawled, "What?!" 

A guy, about the same height as him and with a glowing ring set into his chest strode up to him. Everyone 
knew Dr. Stark. Those who didn't got a quick crash course in to the craziness of his mind. This was the man 
who'd once entered the Advanced Weapons Department and built a suit. Of metal. Which could fly. Complete 

with weapons. It was even hooked up to the facility's Al computer. 


"Where's that proton booster | asked you guys for six months ago?" 


Rolling his eyes, Dave grunted. "What you askin’ me for? I'm just the grunt guy, remember. | know fuck all 


about the shit you put in there." He pointed to the thick walls, beyond which the accelerator was buried. 


"Yeah, sure you do," Stark sighed. "You're the guy who singlehandedly managed to shut down the entire facility 


fuckin’ around with that." He waved in the same direction Dave had. 


A grin stretched the redhead's face. That had been fun, trying to recreate the black hole to see what lay 
beyond it. He had a belief thats where Dr. Rattlehead had come from, some fucked up experiment the 
government had gotten wrong. Except Dave's calculations had been a little off. Instead of linking them to some 
crazy off world existence, he'd instead brought about a plague of small fluffy creatures which had multiplied 
like, well, small fluffy creatures. Three years later and they were still finding them in the ventilation systems. 
Dave knew for a fact that the guy he fucked in the closet every day had adopted at least two of them. 
"You'll get it, Stark. Maybe not from me, but you'll get it" 

"Oh, will | now? Gonna finally find a use for your dick, Ginger?" 

Ouch! "Already found a use for it" He smirked and swept his eyes up and down the other man. 

Stark snorted. "Yeah, right. Like you could ever keep up with a guy like me.’ 


"Hey, don't knock the gingers, Stark. Once you've taken a red to bed, you never go back" 


The other man rolled his eyes and shook his head. "Whatever, Ginger. Just get that booster here. | need it 
ASAP." 


"Otherwise what?" 
‘Otherwise | tell the entire facility that you like wearing women's underwear. To work" 


Dave felt his face turn red. Giving the other man the finger, he swung around and made for the elevator. Time 


to face the music. 


David Warren Ellefson 


DAVID WARREN ELLEFSON 
Department: Propulsion. 
Hired: 1983. 

Fired: 2004. 

Re-hired: 2010. 

Fired: 2013. 


Dear Mr. Ellefson, 


This is your final official written reprimand for your failure to perform the required functions of your position here 
at IGWT Laboratories by attending work on time and as scheduled You have arrived over fifteen minutes late for 
work on four occasions in the past two weeks. Also, your propensity for fire and destruction - where none is 
needed - has become a nuisance and can no longer be tolerated This facility holds great scientific importance and 
is NOT an amusement park. The damage you have caused has put us way behind schedule, which apparently you 
never cared about to being with, unless it was for lunch and time to go home. A copy of this written reprimand 


will be placed in your official personnel file. 
Cordially, 


Dr. V Rattlehead 
Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


Ambling out of Starbucks, a mango cooler clutched in one hand, a coffee in the other, David made for his car. 
There was no use racing for the Maglev; he was late already so he may as well enjoy the early morning sun. 
Not that he cared whether he was late or not. He was the best the propulsion department had, even if they 


refused to acknowledge it. 


There were the usual muttered threats and narrowed eyes as he wandered in to the lab. Sunglasses still on 
his nose, he grinned at his waiting "fans", dropped the empty drinks containers into trash can and grabbed his 


lab coat. Tossing his lanyard around his neck, he made for his section of the propulsion lab. 


It was where they combined different chemicals, trying to find the most effective combinations. He'd already 
spent a lot of time screeching about the properties of plasma based systems but ro! If it didn't contain 
something they already had then no one wanted to know. David had muttered a lot of things concerning the 


company's decisions, put his head down, and gotten back to work. On a plasma propulsion system. 


IGWT couldn't see beyond the end of its nose. It had the technology to go off world, to explore other universes. 


Yet, when it came to travelling between the planets in their own solar system, they wanted to rely on the age 
old solid fuel rockets. Not gonna work. They'd been talking about putting refuelling stations throughout the 
system and David had just laughed at them. That's when he'd been told to shut up and do as he was told. 
Flipping them the finger, he'd walked out of the meeting and dumped himself back at his work station. He had 
two PhDs for God's sake and no one was listening to him! So he'd taken it upon himself to make them listen. 


Leaning back in his chair, he glanced at the clock. 1030am. Two and a half hours until lunch and four and a half 
hours until his 3pm snack of a fuck session in U-I3's cleaning closet. Staring at his desk, he eyed up a metal 
canister which sat at the centre, wires running from the sides. It would do. 


Kicking the chair back, David got to his feet and grabbed the canister. The metal was cool to the touch, a 
readout on the side saying it was a few degrees above freezing. Grabbing a set of bowling pins which sat 


beside the door, he made for the test lab. 


He hadn't gotten four feet down the corridor before a smile stretched his lips. The corridor ran in a straight 
line for probably the best part of a mile. It looked endless and was the reason they were given electric carts 
to get around. David preferred the modded cart the guy over in the Engine Research Lab had given him. It had 
a petrol engine with nitrous injection and was capable of reaching speeds in excess of IOOmph. He knew because 
the guy had tested it with him. They wanted to get it above ground and see what it could do up there. The 


corridors and test tunnels were just too restrictive. 

Dumping the canister and pins beside the wall, he walked back in to the lab, grabbed a tripod topped with a 
clawed clamp and a tool box and set to work. In minutes, the tripod was screwed into the tiled floor, the 
canister firmly fastened in to the clamp. 

"Ellefson?!" 


"WHAT?!" he screamed over his shoulder. 


Behind him stood his superior, or what David assumed was his superior. He'd never taken much notice of the 


ranks. As far as he was concerned, everyone else just got in his way. 
"Just what do you think you're doing?!" the older man demanded, 


"Well." David turned and leaned on the tripod. "This is one of the auxillary boosters and it needs to be tested in 


an enclosed space. 
The balding man sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. "That's why we have the confinement lab." 


"Ah, yes.” David grinned. "But this needs to be tested under every day conditions. The confinement lab is great 
but it's heat proofed Here isn't" 


"Take it to the lab, Ellefson, otherwise I'll have you pulled up for being subordinate." 


David snorted and turned back to his experiment. "Whatever." 


Behind him, he heard the man leave, a door slamming a second later. Picking up the bowling pins, he walked a 
few hundred yards down the corridor and set them in a triangle. Going back to the canister, he took a key 
from his pocket and inserted it in to a slot on the side. Turning it activated the mechanisms and, after a 


second of warming up, he pressed a red button 
A jet of flame surged from the end of the canister, hitting the pins and sending them flying against the sides 


of the corridor. Fire alarms began to sound and David smashed a nearby box. Grabbing a gas mask, he pulled it 


over his head just as the halon system activated, powder spraying from the ceiling to suppress the fire. 


They crashed against the wall of the clearing closet, lab coats discarded, clothes torn away as they roughly 
fucked. Grabbing his legs around the other man's waist, David pulled at his thick, red hair. Yeah, thats why he 
liked fire, because he got to fuck the ferocious redhead every day. For thirty years, other than a break when 
he'd been fired for using Dr Rattlehead's personal vehicles in an experiment, they'd met at the closet and 
feasted on one another. Never had they asked the other's name. 


They'd met on their first day at IGWT, eyes meeting across the briefing room. When the redhead had sneered 
at him, David knew he'd had to have him. And he did. Every day. 


Fingers raked down his back, and he grunted. Head thrown back, David forced a hand between them, teeth 
bared as he stroked his aching cock. 


"Yes. Yes. Oh, fuck, yes!" He came long and hard against his black shirt. No worries, the lab coat would hide the 


stains. 

The redhead came a second later, warmth flooding David as teeth tore at his throat. 

He was unceremoniously dumped on his feet. Grabbing his lab coat, David tossed it around himself. 
"Same time tomorrow?" 

The redhead just grunted and David grinned. Reaching out, he ruffled the other's waves of hair. 


"Yeah, Red, I'll see you again tomorrow. And every day after that." 


The letter had appeared like magic. It sat on his desk, accusing him. Swiping it up, he tore open the envelope and 
pulled out the folded paper. 


Dear Mr. Ellefson, 


Your presence is required for a meeting at 10.30am on bth June 208. Your recent actions have not gone unnoticed, 


in particular your usage of the corridor as a test lab for a plasma propulsion system. 
Sincerely, 

Dr. V Rattlehead 

Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


Shit! That would interfere with either whatever experiment he had planned or his mid-morning nap. Ah well, 


he'd get out of it somehow. 


Except that he didn't. At 10.25am, he felt Dr Rattlehead's omnipresent voice in his head, pulling him from the 
particularly pleasant dream he'd been having. It featured the redhead, himself, and the brunette from the 
Engine Research Lab. 

Ellefson! Office. Now. 

Striding through the complex, he arrived at Rattlehead's door. The corridor leading up to it was lined with black 
marble, gold lamps jutting from it. The door itself was dark polished wood. Just as he was reaching it, the door 
was thrown open and his fuck buddy stormed out, slamming it in his wake. The door shuddered, the noise 
echoing along the corridor. David grinned at the man. 

"Good meeting?" 

The redhead just glared at him. 

"lll take that as a no." 

ELLEFSON@!?! 

Both of them jumped and the redhead looked at him, the anger falling from his face. A slow smirk lit his lips. 

" Youre David Ellefson? As in, David-l-Fucked-Up-The-Boss's-Cars-Ellefson?!" 


Grinning, David held out his hand. It was taken and they shook. "One and the same. And you are?" 


"Mustaine. Dave Mustaine." 


"As in Dave-l-Brought-About- The-Little-Furry-Bastards-Mustaine?" 
"One and the same. How are your's doin?" 


"Great, they're doing great." He looked around himself, suddenly feeling more than a little nervous. "Look, I've 


got a meeting with our Lord and Master-" 

| HEARD THAT, ELLEFSON! 

They both jumped again. 

"Yeah, I've got a meeting with Dr Rattlehead. So, I'll meet you tomorrow? Same place?" 
Dave shook his head, hair falling in to his eyes. “Been fired." 

"Shit, sorry." David felt a little sadness. "Well, good luck" 

"tll leave my number on your desk. Maybe we can, well, you know, do dinner or something," 
He smiled, the happiness returning. "Yeah, I'd like that" 

"See ya later, Fire Starter." 

David chuckled. "See you later, Furry Bastard Maker." 


With a spring in his step, David made for the door. He was raising his hand to knock when the voice came 


again. 
Enter. 


Taking a deep breath, he did as he was bid. 


Christopher Alan Broderick 


CHRISTOPHER ALAN BRODERICK 
Department: Engine Research 
Hired: 2008 

Fired: 2013 


Dear Mr. Broderick, 


A final breach in our confidence in your ability to carry out any of your expected employee roles here at IGWT 
Laboratories has resulted in yet more disciplinary action, including finally, employment termination. Your fascination 
with trying to beat some kind of land speed record in the funnels can no longer be tolerated If there was any data 
fo be collected from this, it has no bearing on what it is we are trying to do here. We are sure your talent is 
needed somewhere, maybe NASCAR, anywhere, but certainly not here. Please return the keys to all company 


vehicles. Our lawyers will be in contact 
Respectfully, 


Dr. V Rattlehead 
Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


The buggy sat in the middle of his workshop. To say it looked a little worse for wear was an understatement. 
The twin exhausts, one mounted on either side, had been completely ripped off. The nitrous injection, which had 
been loaded beneath the buggy's small frame, was missing. As for the engine and body work. Well, he didn't 
even want to go there. The buggy looked as though it had been used for some kind of experiment. Knowing the 
person he'd modded it for, it most likely had. 


With his hands on his hips, Chris groaned. The note attached to the crippled hood had one word on it. Sorry. No 
amount of grovelling and apologising was going to fix the hours he'd have to put in to repairing it. It wasn't 


even what he had planned for the day. 


What was planned for the day were the end stage tests on an engine known only as "Endgame". From what 
Chris could gather, it was to go in some kind of new ballistic missile. He'd only found that out because some 
guy from the Auditory department had told him. In strictest confidence, obviously. The same guy had also 
dropped off the plans for the missile. Whatever it was for, it wasn't going to be used on their world 


Only "Endgame" had never seen its official test pad. It was currently strapped to one of the lab's vans, a white 
Ford with no discernible markings. He'd hacked away the original back of the van and strapped the engine to the 
remaining chassis. If his calculations were right, he'd reach speeds of over eight hundred miles per hour. The 

current land speed record was held by a Brit, someone who'd managed to hit over TbOmph. He was determined 


to bring the record back to America. 


Grabbing his tablet, he jumped in to the front of the Ford, started the "normal" engine, and made for the 
tunnels. 


The test tunnels lay to the east of his workshop, a good forty five minute drive. But he didn't mind it, not 
when he got to pump himself full of adrenaline. The solid fuel was packed in to "Endgame", although he'd been 
promised some kind of plasma propulsion system by the guy he modded the carts for. Maybe if he stopped 
repairing the ones the guy totaled, he'd get the new engine faster? It was definitely something to think over. 


No one gave him much thought as he passed through the tunnels on the way to the circular test track They 
had no reason to; he was a scientist and he had an engine strapped to the back of a van. No reason to look, no 


reason to stop, nothing to see here. 


But he never actually did testing. Well, not testing for IGWT anyway, although that's what he disguised it as. All 
the proper paperwork went in, and results came back. That they never actually correlated didn't matter to 
Chris. IGWT seemed to mind though, and he was waiting for another warning. But, while he was waiting for 
that, he was going to have a Hell of a lot of fun. 


Pulling in to the loading area of the test track, he jumped out, kicked the door shut and sauntered in to the 


control room. A few white coated people looked up at him. He gave them a grin and a wave. 
"Chris Broderick Engine Research. Come to test "Endgame". 


One ran a finger down a print out. It was odd seeing paper at IGWT. Most things were done via computers or, 
in the case of the boss, telepathically. That still creeped the fuck out of Chris. He'd never been able to get 
used to the boss just downloading information straight in to his head. It also meant that Dr Rattlehead could 


see what he was up to at every moment of every day. 


Like he cared though. He hadn't given a fuck since he'd first walked through the doors. Hell, he'd worked for 
CERN for goodness knows how long. He'd only left them because IGWT had offered him more money to develop 


their engines. 

Except the work was boring as fuck. It mostly consisted of repairing the buggies people used to get around. Or 
maintaining the company vehicles. Occasionally he'd get asked to work on a big project. "Endgame" had been one 
of them. 

"You're on the list, Mr Broderick. We'll email your results over to you." 


Twirling the keys around his finger, he grinned. "Thanks." 


Going back to the truck, he checked the readouts on the side of "Endgame". The solid fuel booster was at 


optimum temperature and all systems seemed to be running normally. A number pad sat below the small 
computer screen and he keyed in a series of numbers. A moment later and the sound of the engine starting 
began to fill the room. 


Getting back in, he pulled the van out on to the test track The track had a circumference of one hundred and 
forty miles. Touch wood, he'd be able to get the van up to the right speeds and the track would all but 


disappear. 


He'd already fitted a five point harness to the driver's seat. Airbags were working and a crash helmet sat on 
the passenger's seat. Strapping it on, he hit another set of numbers on his tablet and the stats for "Endgame" 
came up. Taking a deep breath, he grinned and put his foot down. 


The van inched forward, the curved walls of the tunnel passing slowly. Strip lights lined the ceiling and walls, 
while red lights indicated the floor. It wasn't hard to send a vehicle up the walls, a past time Chris found 
particularly thrilling. 

Easing his foot down, he watched the numbers on the pad begin to change, rapidly climbing. When they hit 
BOmph, "Endgame" fired with a deafening roar. The adrenaline coursed through him, a joyous scream tearing 
from his lungs as he gripped the wheel. He was no longer in control, of the van as it shuddered and shook 
There was no way it would probably survive this particular test. But he didn't care. That wasn't the point of it. 
I50mph. 

200mph 

300mph 


Grinning, Chris held his breath as the red numbers ticked over. The most he'd ever hit was 400mph. Today he 
was going to shoot that into the stratosphere. 


As he neared four hundred, the pad began to beep, counting down every last digit. The van shook, the roar of 
"Endgame" nearly deafening him. Creeping the van towards the walls, Chris guided it along them until it was 
doing some kind of daredevil, wall of death, stunt. Punching the ceiling of the van, he gave another scream as 
the tablet uttered the words, "Four hundred miles per hour exceeded. Congratulations, Mr Broderick." 

40lmph 

4b5mph 


The numbers continued to climb, his excitement growing with them. 


500mph. 


587mph 


Something fell from the van but he didn't get the chance to see what it was. "Endgame" continued to fire on all 
cylinders, the lights of the test tunnel now a blur, the red and the white mixing in to some strange pink hue. 


b00mph 

b80mph 

100mph 

THOmph 

"Current land speed record broken," the tablet computer said in its distinct female voice. 
Chris gave another scream and pressed his foot right to the floor. 

800mph 

"Eight hundred miles per hour achieved. Congratulations, Mr Broderick" 


Easing his foot off the accelerator, it took another several laps of the circuit before he could finally bring the 


van to a complete halt. 


Jumping out, he took a look, one hand winding in to his long, dark hair. The wheels were nothing but rims, and 
the majority of what remained of the chassis had shaken free. A few pieces of metal could be seen lying on 
the concrete pathway. Trims were gone, as were the wing mirrors. He was surprised the entire cab hadn't 


come apart. 


Looking over "Endgame", he grinned. The huge metal canister was still in one piece, the screen on the side stil 
giving readouts. Punching in a number, he brought up a list of stats. His experienced eyes read over them. It 
had performed exactly as to be expected. He dreaded to think what would happen once it was actually attached 


to a missile. 


Jumping back in the cab to collect his belongings, he groaned. There, on the steering wheel, was a long, white 


envelope. It gave off a strange smell. He already knew who it was from. Still he opened it. 
Dear Mr Broderick, 


Your presence is required for a meeting at lam on bth June 20B. Using one of our solid fuel engines to break a 
land speed record is not appreciated, and you will be duly disciplined 


Sincerely, 


Dr. V Rattlehead 
Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


He'd been to Rattlehead's office several times, all of them for exploiting IGWT's work for his own gains. From 
beyond the thick, wooden door, he could hear the sound of yelling. In the pauses, he heard Dr Rattlehead's own 
responses. 

"You're firing me?! For that?! 

Chris recognised the voice. It belonged to the guy he modded the buggies for. 

Yes. That, and everything else you have destroyed. Taking you back was a risk | shouldn't have taken, 


"Oh, for fuck's sake. I've done worse." 


Far, far worse. But this is the final act of wanton destruction Your services are no longer required at IGWT 


Laboratories. 
"Okay. What-fuckin'-ever." 
Good day, Mr Ellefson And enjoy the rest of your life. 


The door was yanked open and slammed closed. The guy with the long, honey-coloured hair stormed out, face 
twisted in to a snarl. He stopped and looked Chris up and down, the snarl still in place. 


"What you here for?" 
Chris shrugged. ‘I'm assuming the same reason as you." 

The guy laughed. "Good fuckin’ luck. im the second person he's canned today" 
"Really?" 

"Yeah, really. 


"Well" He wound a hand in to the back of his hair, scratching his head. "You wanna meet up for a drink if | get 


the ax as well?" 


Hazel eyes looked into his own, the snarl softening a little. "I don't drink" 


"Soda then? Soften the blow of today." 

The snarl fell, a small smile finding it's way on to the guy's lips. "Sounds good. Where you goin?" 
"Joe's, down on -" 

The guy stopped him with a huge smile. "Yeah, | know the place. See you there?" 

"Seven okay?" 

"Seven's great." 


The guy moved to walk by him and Chris stopped the smaller man with a hand on his shoulder. "Didn't catch 


your name." 

"David. David Ellefson" 

"Pleased to finally meet you, David. Im Chris Broderick, the guy who's forever fixing the buggies you trash" 
David's eyes sparkled and he took Chris’ hand, giving it a firm shake. "Yeah, sorry about that 

"No worries. lts what Im best at! 

BRODERICK?! 

They jumped, hearts all but stopping, 

David grinned. "Looks like out Lord and Master wants you," he hissed. 

HEARD THAT, ELLEFSON WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU STILL DONG ON THE PROPERTY?! 

GETTING A DATE!" the smaller man screamed in reply. With a chuckle, he patted Chris’ shoulder. "Good luck" 


Giving him a nod, Chris turned and walked to the door. He didn't even need to lift his hand, Dr Rattlehead's 


Voice leaping straight in to his brain. 


Enter. 


Shawn Drover 


SHAWN DROVER 
Department: Auditory 
Hired: 2004 

Fired: 2013 


Dear Mr. Drover, 


Your credentials as a scientist here at IGWT Laboratories have been called into question because of revealing 
information that was shared with you in confidence by an employee to other employees. We realise this may 
benefit you moonlighting on The View, but this is a violation of the confidentiality rights of the employee. Also, the 
acoustics of the facility are something to behold, but the amount of dents and damage you are creating at our 
expense can no longer be tolerated The volume of noise coming from this action, throughout the facility, is a whole 
other things. Im sure that your talents can be betters used somewhere else, possibly blacksmithing or tenderizing 


something, maybe demolition 
Thanktully, 


Dr. V Rattlehead 
Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


Hitting the button for U-I5, Shawn leaned against the polished wall of the elevator and grinned. Now that was a 
juicy tale to tell when he got back to the Auditory department. It seemed the the receptionist of the Metals 
Research Lab had been fucking around.. with Dr Rattlehead. The news made him positively itch, his hands 


curling in to fists. 

The high speed elevator dropped him back on to his level in under ten seconds, a motion which still made him 
feel queasy. He often debated the need for such speed but, with over fifty deep level floors, he could 
understand it. 


Trotting back in to the department, he swiped his card, scanned his fingerprints and retinas, and walked back in 
The first person he came across was Bob, the head scientist. 


"Bob. Hey, Bob!" 
The lab coated man turned. "What's up, Shawn?" 


Bouncing from one foot to the other, his grin widened and he started, unable to contain what was stored in his 


head. "You'll never guess what I've heard?" 


Bob sighed and rolled his eyes, arms folding over his chest. He knew what was coming. "What have you heard?" 
"You know the receptionist for the Metals Lab on U-9?" 

"No, but carry on" 

"Well, word on the streets is that she's been seen screwing around. With Rattlehead" 

The man's eyes widened and he was suddenly engaged with the younger man. "You're kidding?" 

"No, no joke.” Shawn's face ached from grinning. 

"Who'd want to, well, you know-" 

"Sleep with that?" 

"Yeah?" 

Shawn shrugged. "No idea. None at all. But yeah. That's today's news." 


It wasn't unusual for him to find out the juicy information which circulated through such a tight knit 
community. He'd been the first to report on the mass firings which had happened a few years earlier. He'd also 
reported on the two guys who met, like clockwork, at a cleaning closet on U-I3. One of his favourite stories 
was that of the person who'd accidentally been incinerated in the particle accelerator. Not only had he 
witnessed it first hand, but claimed to have seen another person push them. Contrary to what he told other 
employees, many believed it was Shawn who'd pushed poor Nick Menza in to the actual machine, a revenge 


attack on a man he believed was after his job. 


Still grinning, he bounced off to his own lab. Well, lab was used in the loosest sense of the word. It was more a 
room of wanton destruction. Today he had one of the engines he'd liberated from the Engine Research 
Department which, in turn, had come by way of the Propulsion Lab and through the hands of Advanced 
Weaponry. He was supposed to test the acoustics of it, making sure it was whisper quiet. But, with a bag of 
golf balls, it became the latest in a long line of projectile firers. 


Grabbing the small engine, and swinging the bag of balls over his shoulder, Shawn made for the main lab. A lab 
which had lots and lots of supposedly bullet and blast proof glass. They were about to find out just how much 
punishment it could take. 


Setting it up directly across from one of the desks, he loaded in the first of the golf balls and set the power 
to the lowest setting. Pressing the button to fire the engine, Shawn was more than a little disappointed when it 
just dinged off the glass. That, and no one looked up. They were used to random sounds. A tiny little ding wasn't 
going to bother them. 


Turning the power up a little bit more, he loaded another ball, and fired. This one made a slightly more 
satisfying sound. But still no cracks, no response from his colleagues and definitely no shattered glass. 
Humphing, he moved the engine slightly closer, ratcheted up the power as high as it would go, loaded another 
ball and fired. 


It crashed into the glass, cracks rippling. Jumping, he punched the air. There was one problem; the glass was 
still in one piece. Grabbing a handful of golf balls, he rammed them into the jet powered engine, waited for the 
equipment to cycle back to full and bit the button 


The glass shattered spectacularly, people diving under desks as the heart stopping crash reverberated around 
the lab. Chuckling to himself, Shawn reloaded and moved the engine in front of the next floor to ceiling pane. 
Another press of the button, another adrenaline kicking crash, tiny shards of glass splintering in to the empty 
rooms beyond. He'd never had so much fun until he'd moved to IGWT from the stiff upper lipped labs of 
Porton Down. They'd fired him for pretty much exactly the same thing. 


Once all the glass had disappeared, blank holes left in their wake, he placed a call to Maintenance. 


"Yeah, the glass in the Auditory Department has gone. Yeah, again. Sorry about that. They're not building shit 
like they used to. Shit's way too loud these days. Yeah, I'll go and harass them about it” 


Picking up the engine, and the remaining golf balls, he made for his own lab. What he found resting on his desk 
made him grin. Besides, he'd been expecting it. 


Dear Mr. Drover, 


Your presence is required for a meeting at 130am on bth June 208. Wanton destruction of IGWT property and idle 


gossip are most certainly not funny, nor are they conducive to our working environment. 
Sincerely, 


Dr. V. Rattlehead 
Executive Director 


IGWT Laboratories 


He approached the door with long, confident strides. He didn't give a shit what happened behind those door. If 
he was fired, he'd find another, better paying job. Maybe he'd follow some of the others and take up the offer 
from the Large Hadron Collider. Europe had always been on his Bucket List so maybe it was time for a change. 


The door swung open, a tall man with long, dark hair storming out. His eyes were downcast and he only looked 


up when his shoulder swiped Shawn's. 


"Sorry, man" 

"You okay?" 

The taller man shook his head and tossed a thumb over his shoulder. "Skeleton face just canned my ass 
BRODERICK!! GET THE HELL OFF THE PROPERTY. NOW! 

Neither of them moved, instead turning to look at the door. 

"What you here for?" the man now identified as Broderick asked 

Shawn shrugged, his white lab coat bunching up at the shoulders. "Probably the same as you" 

"Well, look, if you get your ass canned there's a few of us meeting up tonight" 


He felt himself raise an eyebrow and the tall man gave him a shrug and a shy smile. "Looks like there's a few 


of us in the firing line today. So we're holding a party." 
BRODERICK, DONT MAKE ME RELEASE THE HOUNDS! 
"Okay, okay, I'm GOING! Sheesh, give me chance to prep the next poor schmuck." 


Shawn grinned and patted the other man's shoulder. "Whether I'm canned or not, I'll see you tonight. Where are 
you going?" 


"Joe's." 
"Yeah, | know the place." 
The taller man's eyes narrowed. "Thought | recognised you." 


His grin just widened. "Thought | recognised you as well" He held out his hand. "Shawn Drover. Soon to be ex- 


Auditory Department." 
His hand was taken. "Chris Broderick. Ex-Engine Research." 
Drover! Youd better hurry up. | dont like to be kept waiting. 


Taking a deep breath, he bid Chris goodbye and walked towards the door, and whatever fate lay beyond it. He 


was about to push it open when the voice entered his mind. 


Enter. 


Coda 


David was the first to enter the bar. Lights, turned low, hung from the walls. The furniture and bar were all 
dark wood, the walls lined with photographs of the owner's favourite musicians and albums. An overly tall, and 


extremely slender, polished glasses as he watched David enter. 


There were only a few other people in the bar, and the music and TV were kept at low volumes. Feeling more 
than a little nervous, he approached the bar and ordered a soda. When it was placed in front of him, he stared 
up into the man's large, almond shaped eyes. Eyes which were all black. Shivering, he returned to his table, 
placed the glass down and reached for a bag. Taking out two, small furry creatures, he put them on the table 
beside the glass and smiled. They were no bigger than his palm, and had never grown since he'd adopted them. 
They had tiny little legs which were all but hidden by their thick fur. They had no discernible features, no 
mouth, no eyes, no nose, and appeared to feed by soaking in whatever they chose to eat and drink. When 
touched, they shivered, and gave off deep rumbling purrs. The tabby one he'd named Butterscotch while the 


black and white one was Checkers. 

Stroking them, he watched as they ambled slowly across the table before turning back. They did it several 
times before he tipped a little of the soda into an ashtray. Hunching over it, the tiny creatures put their front 
paws in and settled down. 

Walking in, Chris went straight for the bar, ordering a beer from the strange barman before looking around 
himself. On spotting David at a table, he raised his hand in greeting, only for it to go urmoticed. The man had 
his head down, intent on something in front of him. When he approached the table, he saw two balls of fluff 
directly under David's eyes. 

"Aren't those some of the furry invasion?" 

David jumped, a startled look on his face. He smiled when he saw Chris. "Yeah. They are. Adopted ‘em." 

"And they haven't bred?" He sat down and took a closer look. 

David shook his head. "No. They obviously don't see the need to." 

“Cute critters." 

"Thanks." 

Shawn eyed up the barman with suspicion. He'd seen enough freaky shit during his time at IGWT to know that 
something wasn't right. Really wasn't right. Taking his beer, he grunted, nodded and walked over to Chris. 


Someore else sat with him, a slightly older guy tickling two balls of fluff. He raised an eyebrow at the dark 


haired man 


"Shawn, this is David." 
The older man looked up and smiled. 
"David, this is Shawn. He got his as canned today as well." 


David's grin widened to a smile. "Yeah, there's another guy coming as well. When you told me we were meeting 


here, | gave him a call" 

"Yeah?" Shawn asked. 

"Yeah. Got himself fired from Advanced Weaponry. Guy called Dave." 

"Not Mustaine?" Chris chipped in. 

"Yeah." David laughed. "You know-" 

"The guy who brought about the furry bastards,” the other two finished. 

The door of the bar opened and slammed shut, all three of them looking towards it. In its place stood a man 
clothed in black, a menacing look on his face, red hair spiralling around his shoulders. A bag dangled from one 
hand. 


"That's him," David said, and raised a hand. "Dave! Over here!" 


The man looked up, nodded towards them, and walked towards the bar. A moment later and he dropped himself 
in to the final chair at the table. 


"Dave," David began, "this is Chris and Shawn. They also got fired today." 

"Gathered," he mumbled before taking a sip of his drink "Damn, that tastes good." 

He dumped the bag on to the table, whatever was in it it making a hollowing sounding clang. 

"So what'd you get fired for?" the redhead's voice was gruff and gravelly. 

"Setting a land speed record in the test tunnels. Using their new "Endgame" engine." Chris smirked. 
"Gossip and wanton destruction,” Shawn said with a grin. "What about you guys?" 

"Treating the lab like an amusement park." David grinned. 


"Blowing shit up," Dave began, "and performing medical procedures. Don't know what their problem was. I've got 


a lab coat and a PhD. | am a fuckin! doctor!" 
Taking a gulp of his soda, David nodded towards the bag which sat between them. "What's in there?" 


Dave's face lit with a smirk, eyes darkening as he looked to them all. "This, gentlemen, is going to be our 


making." 


Reaching in to the bag, he took out a football sized sphere and placed it between them. With no noticeable 


connections, it looked as though it was made from a single piece of polished steels. 
"What's it do?" asked Shawn. 


"IGWT like to call this "Megadeath".| prefer to drop the second "a" and give it a phonetic spelling." Dave pulled it 


closer, hands stroking over the metal. "Far cooler." 

"Yeah, but what does it do." 

Angry eyes looked at them, the redhead's lips pursed. "It brings about death in far greater numbers than we 
can ever imagine. Hence the name. This innocent looking ball can bring about controlled black holes. These black 
holes can be created to destroy a single person, or a single city, or a single country. In the wrong hands, it's 
the most dangerous weapon known to man. And we, gentlemen, are going to sell it to the highest bidder and 
create our own company. Megadeth Inc will counteract all that IGWT has done. We'll remove the weapons 
they've created, the secret companies they've built, the alliances with off world colonies which threaten our 
very existence. 

Oh, will you now, boys? 

They all jumped and stared at one another, eyes wide. 

"Was that-" Shawn began. 

Yes, it is me. Do you think you can escape that easily? 


"Yes," Dave stated. 


A harsh, rattling laugh filled their heads. Good luck, boys. Good luck indeed Youre not going to stop anything Ive 


started Remember, Ive controlled your lives for many years, just as | control this world 
"But we will," Dave snarled. "We're gonna stop everything you've laid your skeletal hands on" 
Really now? 


"Yes, really." 


Well, youd better start running, seeing as you have something which is mine in your possession 
‘It's already sold" 

Really? 

"Yes, really. And the buyer should be outside right about now." 

Hmmm.. 


Dave got to his feet, sweeping the ball back in to the bag. "Time to go, boys. Time to finish this once and for 


all." 


Chairs scraped against the wooden floor and they all stood. Silently they walked from the bar, half finished 
drinks left behind. In his arms, David protectively held Checkers and Butterscotch. 


Outside, in the darkness of the car park, and almost hidden by the shadows, was a long, black limo. Two men, 


dressed in suits and dark glasses, stood beside it. 

One of them stepped forward. "Mr Algar awaits, gentlemen. You have Megadeth?" 

Dave held up the bag and the man nodded, face as stern as before. 

"Who's Mr Algar?" Chris hissed. 

Dave chuckled as he walked towards the car. "Trust me, he's out of this world." 

The back doors of the car were opened and they all slid in, trepidation in their hearts. At the far end of the 
car, they felt, but could not see, another presence. A voice, far lighter than Rattlehead's, seeped in to their 


minds. 


Good evening, gentlemen. | am Mr Algar and have travelled here from the constellation of Lyra It is good to finally 
see Earth close up. Now, I trust you have brought what you promised? 


Dave croaked, "Yes." 


Good Your money is in the trunk. As you requested it is in hundred dollar bills. All one trillion dollars. Use it wisely, 


gentlemen, and remember, use it for good Because | would hate to have to unleash Megadeth on you. 


~~ The End ~~ 


